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VOU WON'T GET IT ^| 
HERE, STRANGER ! J 
OID YOU NOTICE *S 
ANYTHING STRANGE. 
AS VOU CAME _^r 
^THIS WAY ? j-+ — 


COME TO THINK OF IT, 

I DIDN'T SEE HIDE 

NOR HAIR OF ANY -J 

| OF THE OJTIPWAY h 

^- , TRIBE .' ■- ^* 
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70LLEY AFTER VOLLEY TEARS INTO TUB RANKS 
'OF THE ATTACKERS. AND FINALLY 



THEY'VE TAKEN 

TO THEIR HEELS, 

MAJOR .' 



BUT THEY'LL BE BAC 
PROBABLY WAIT UN 
TOO DARK FOR US TO SPOT 
i THEIR MOVEMENTS ' 



CK.' THEY'LL j, 
MTIL IT'S y\ 







J 



OUR AMMUNITION 
WON'T LAST ANOTHER 
, TWELVE HOURS/WE'VE, 
60T TO GET HELP 
FROM THE MAIN " 
: FORT AT SHELBY.' 
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tffHE FLEET INDIAN HORSES 

RUN LIKE THE WIND, BUT 
PARPNCR LEAVES TMEM 



QOOD BOV, 




\T THE END OF A STEADY RUN 
OF LONG MILES.*.* 



: MUST SEE YOUR 
COMMANDER AT 
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THAT'S THE STOBV, SIR.' 
MAJOR JAMES NEEDS 
TROOPS AND AMMUNITION , 
TO SEAT OFF THE 
ATTACK /AND HE 
NEEDS THEM 
AT ONCE .' 
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AFTER MANY HOURS ©F CONSTANT BATTLS 
ASAINST SWIFT ANP TRgACHEBOL j CURRBNTS- 



IF I CAN SBT CLOSE ENOUGH 
TO THE PORT BEFORE THE 
OJIFWAVS SEE ME, I'LL 
HAVE A FISHTING CHANCE Yl^ 
TO DELIVEK TMJ9 
STUFF.' 




«?HROUSH A STORM OF ARROWS, MONTE 
HALE' POLE'S TH6 liNWIELDLV RAFT 
DOWNSTREAM WITH I rS PREOOUS CARSO.. 








^ RIVER CURRENT WILL 
SWING HIM CLOSE TO 
SHORE .' WILL ATTACK 
\ WHITE MAN ByjUMPINS 
,7 OFF TREES ~s 
\ I TO KAFT.' r#* ,—l lfc| 
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f BUT I BECKON I CAN ^\ 
V MAKE THINGS RIGHT ) 
\_ INTERESTING / 
^<VT FOR YOU.' -j -" 


/5^ 


^SJTfts-*\ 


ffA 


g^p^agsEp 






ja'^!; ; Vj 






y£*A 


■Mtai i i '.. n fc *--«w^»i3»S^HHI^ 








■gJHWUiUL^ 


l : £ 


=«"" -iSB 






UT EVEN AS THE RAFT SWINGS OUT AGAIN 



FLAMING ARROWS.' 
IF THE FIRE EVER 
REACHES THE 
AMMUNITION 
CRATES, I'LL 86 
BLOWN TO THE 
pVHAPPV HUNTING 

GROUND / J-" I 
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/ffiOTH.MAN AND US WONDER MORSE WHO TOWS; 
l&TUE LOADED RAPT AFTER HIM, BREAST THE 

"""«— "*• "TUlfflffli 




^Jn SHORE WluilNS HANDS WELPTQ UNLOAD 
THE PRECIOUS AMMUNITION.... 



CHIEF RED WATER 

WON'T CAPTURE THE 

FORT NOW .' VOU'VE 

SAVED US ALL, 

MONTE/ 



COLONEL FLETCHER AND THE REGULARS 
SHOULD HAVE WORD BV NOW THAT THE 
FORT'S BEING BESIEGED/THEY'LL COME 
UP BEHINO THE OJIPWAY5 AND FORCS 
THEM TO SURRENDER .' BUT WHEN 
THAT HAPPENS, THERE'S ONE 

FAVOR I'D LIKE TO ASK 
ON BEHALF OF PARDNER-- 




THE FAVOR WAS GRANTED, i , 
THAT IS HOW IT HAPPENS 1 ' 
THAT THE PEACE TREATY \ 
WITH THE OJIPWAY5 CON- 
TAINS One most unusual 

SIGNATURE-- A HOOFPBINT/ 
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- f^ESYOME knew Benjamin. Sweeney was an 

|>?ouUaw ' Birtno one could prove it — 

BEN SWEENEY'S SOT Aj REAL SUPERSTITION L'M'UT 
"OtOBILL HICKOK'SiSUNHCSOTATA PUBLIC 

AUCTION.' HE'S PUT MORE NOTCHES ON IT. 
AREAP1' THAN WICDHIL HIMSEif .'- 

">WOWfS MALE challenges certain doom 
m the -muzzle of £a*ff f**y3gun when he 
tries to prove that bullets are no match 
ibr t aagelana 1 Justice - f 



Aree, w the ovik ailcyww 

OF A HOTEL... 
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THE LEAOER IS BEN SWEENEY; 
AMD I'VE SOT HIM DEAD TO RIGHTS 

MOVe, PARONSK, 
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H-HOi VUH'VS 
60TMEAUWB0M6, 
MB.HAtf.'XPWN'r 
HAVS ANYTHING TO 
DO WITH THAT.' 
I'M INNOCENT.' 
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THREE HUNDKED ANDTWENTY-glX POUARS 
AND SEVENTY-ONE CENTS! 




OH,HE LIKES ME,ALL RIGHT! 
IN FACT, HE WANTS ME TO BE. 
HIS NEPHEW! -. 



YUH MEAN HE WANTS 
YUH TO MARRY HIS 
PRETTY NIECE ? 



NOT EXACTLY, BUT EVERY 
TIME I BRING HIS HOC 
BACK .HE KICK? ME 
TILLieRY*UNfilE!* 



I SHOULD HAVE 
KNOWN BETTER THAN] 
TO WASTE MV TIME 
TALKING TO YUH! IF I 
CATCH YUH, YUH'LL BE-, 
THE FIRST, PATIENT FOR 
YORE HOSPITAL! 





SHOTGUN MAN 



TAD KEELER, gulping down coffee and 
biscuits watched his mother as she fussed 
with the dishes. There was a strange silence 
in the kitchen. Tad wondered if she would let 
him go peacefully, or if she would cry and beg 
him to change his mind. He hoped she 
wouldn't cry. He never wanted to see her 
cry again, not after last month, when they had 
brought Pa home — with a road agent's bullet 
in his chest. 

Tad swallowed the last of the coffee and 
cleared his throat. "Reckon I better be gitting 
along, Mom. Mr. Weller said to be at the 
station in time to. help *en? load the stage. I 
suppose he wants to get his money's worth 
eut of me, seeing as he gave me the job riding 
shotgun.** 

His mother turned from her work. "Here's 
soma lunch." she said. "You'll be wanting it 
before you get to Dry Valley. And be careful. 
Tad. You know how I feel about your taking 
this job. You're too young to be riding shot- 
gun on a stage. But you're as stubborn as a 
Missouri mule, same as your Pa was, and I 
know words ain't going to change anything. 
So go to your job, Tad, and God bless you.** 

Tad kissed her, took his Pa's old shotgun 
down from over the door, and left. In his 
belt he also carried Pa's six-shooter. A heavy 
Colt .45 with three notches in the butt. Tad 
buttoned his jacket tightly over the revolver. 
No use giving Zack Morgan anything else to 
ride, him about. Zack was the stage driver, 
and ever since he'd heard that Tad 'was going 
to ride shotgun he had been ribbing the boy. 

"Ain't never going to be another stage hold- 
up in these here parts," Zack had told the 
loungers before the stage office. "Them road 
agents will come riding up and take one look 
■t our new shotgun man, and .then they'll just 
naturally keel over and die laughing. Never 
•aw so much shotgun in my life — with so 
little boy to go with it. I swear he makes the 
gun look like one of them cannon I used to 
work for old General Grant . . ." 

Tad scowled as he walked toward the -sta- 
tion- Maybe he was small for his age in a 




country where they grew them large", but h* 
could shoot. His Pa had seen to ftiat. And 
he wasn't scared of anything that walked or 
crawled. . 

Mr. Weller, the dumpy, middle-aged statioa 
agent, looked up as Tad approached the wait* 
ing stage. He had just lifted a heavy chest 
to the driver's seat and he was breathing hard, 

"There you are, Tad," he gasped. "Zack's 
all set as soon as I get the passengers aboard. 
Only gbt> three this morning. You got your 
shotgun all oiled and loaded?" 

"Yes sir." 

"Good. Good. You'll be all right, lad." Mr. 
Weller patted Tad on the shoulder. "You 
know I admired and respected your Pa, boy. 
That's one reason I gave you the job, of 
course. But it wasn't the only reason. Maybs 
you ain't exactly a man yet, but you'll do. 
Just keep cool and keep your eyes open. That 
chest I just loaded contains the pay money for 
some miners in Dry Valley. It's full of silver 
dollars." 

Zack Morgan came out of the stage offics 
and climbed to the high driver's seat. He spat 
tobacco and peered down at Tad with bright 
little eyes. 

"Better get aboard, shotgun man. It's power* 
ful long and hard driv6 to Dry Valley. If I 
was to forget and leave you behind' I'd feel 
plumb unprotected." 

Tad climbed to the high seat beside Zack, 
ignoring the older man's jokes as he watched 
the three passengers enter the creaking stags. 
Two women and a man. The women were Mrs. 
Houghton, ,the grocer's wife, and Elizabeth 
Benton, one of the girls who worked at ths 
Little Nugget. Tad had never seen the man 
before. , 

He was a middle sized man, dressed in black 
broadcloth and white,, fresh linen. On his head 
was the inevitable Stetson and he wore a 
belted gun. On^us feet, Tad noted, were reg- 
ular cowboy boots, high heeled and "awkward, 
instead of shoes. That was funny. Evidently 
the -man had' walked to* the station from the 
hotel, for there was no horse at the railing. 



Mighty uncomfortable, all the same, and a 
man who could afford clothes such as the 
stranger wore ought to be able to buy regular 
Shoes. 

Tsd*s musing was cut short by the pistol 
crack of back's whip. "Giddap," Zack roared. 
The six horses put their shoulders into the 
harness and the stage rolled and creaked out 
of Deadwood. Zack spat tobacco, worked his 
whip, and in general put on a good show for 
the few early risers who had bothered to see 
them off. At last ! His first real man's job. This 
was the life. 

Five hours later he wasn't so sure. They had 
left Fort Bellows behind now and were lurch- 
ing slowly along the twin ruts that ■ led up 
and vp into Stone Valley. It was there, amid 
the deeply etched gullies and ravines, that 
trouble could be expected. There the road, if 
it could be called so, skirted close to rock. 
formations that could have concealed a gang 
of owlhoots. 

: Two more hours passed and Tad felt better. 
They were out of the bandit country «nd 
aothing had happened. Now there was only 
ifcrty miles of flat desert to cross before they 
fvtached Dry Valley. Tad grinned again and 
! felt the dust on his face crack like a plaster 
[of parte mask. He must be a sight, sure enough. 
r Something nudged him in the back. He 
{turned and looked into the muzzle of a large 
ttovolvor* held by the man who had been riding 
as s passenger. The bandit was clinging pre- 
cariously to the step, motioning with the gun 
•ad shouting at Zack Morgan. 
■ •Full op the team," the man shouted. "Won't 
he anyone hurt unless you start it — and that'd 
be silly, because 1 got the drop. Pull 'em up. 
Easy now." 

The stags rattled to a stop, the horses puff- 
ins sn<S blowing and glad of the rest. The 
bandit reached up and twitched Tad's shotgun 
Sway from him, flung it to the ground. Then 
fas disarmed Zack, who was swearing steadily. 

"Toss the chest down into the road, you." 
The bandit motioned at Tad with his revolver. 
Thore was nothing else to do, so Tad tugged 
and hauled until the heavy chest toppled over 
and fell. 

The bandit addressed Zack. "Turn -yore 
borsesand go back the way yuh came, toward 



Deadwood. Go a mile or two and don't look 
back. After that I don't care what yuh do." 

Tad thought fast as" the stage turned in the 
narrow road. He still had the revolver tucked 
into his waistband, but there was no chance 
to use it. The bandit was covering them from 
the road, smiling 3 little in derision. But 
where, Tad wondered, was the man's horse? 
He must have one somewhere, or he must be 
expecting someone to pick him up. No man 
dared to be left alone in country like this 
without a horse. Especially with a. heavy chest 
of silver to transport. And he remembered 
the man's boots, the riding boots where there 
should have been shoes. He did havear horse 
around somewhere! 

Tad jumped from the high seat and started 
running. Something- buzzed in his ear and 
little splashes Of dust spouted near his feet. 
The bandit was shooting at him. Then Tad was 
out of sight in tall growing cactus and bearing 
to his left, toward the one place that a horse 
might be hidden. A little, narrow, stone walled 
ravine that he had noticed a piece back,. as 
they passed it. 

Tad found the narrow gully that had been 
hastily fenced, at one end. A horse nickered 
softly at him as he entered. Then a slug 
slammed nastily off a rock and Tad ducked, 
reaching for his own gun. He had been wise 
to bring it after all — and to keep it so well 
concealed. 

The bandit ran toward him, his gun spit- 
ting yellow flame. Tad laid the muzzle of 
his own weapon across the rocks. The bandit 
thought he was dealing with a scared, un- 
armed kid. Tad squeezed off a shot . . . 

npHAT night, after they had reached Dead- 
-"- wood and turned the wounded bandit 
over to the sheriff, and the silver over to the 
miners, Tad and Zack Morgan walked toward 
their hotel. A friend spoke to Zack. 

"Hi. Zack. Been a week since I seen yuh. 
Who's the young feller with ye?" 

Zack spat accurately. He reached over and 
put his arm around Tad's shoulders. "My new 
shotgun man," he said. 

'■ THE END 
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PLEASE. 1 I 


NEEP 


l( OH YEAH.' 
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— I SHOUL0 THINK IT'B 

Be too hot re wsw 
two nm of Hums 
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SAY, I JEST THOUGHT 
OF SOMEONE WHO 

COULPH6LPY11H7, 
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SMumsim 

it* in 1793, died in 1856. sam spent 
asoodpartcfhis early life livins 
wtth the cherokee indians. when he 
returned to civilization, he became 
aschool teaches. was brokeoutand 
swaenlistedinthe army here he'beowe 
noted f0rhisc0ura6e in the face of 
danger he was chosen first president 
of texas. he was a brave soldier and 
a sreat statesman. 



JOHN CHARLES FiiUBIT 



WWlN 1813, DIED IN 1890. JOHN TOOK TO THE 
TRAIL AT AN EARLY AQE. WHILE INTHE U.S. ARMY 
HE WAS CHOSEN TO FIND THE BEST ROADS 
ACROSS THE VAST PLAINS AND THE ROCKIES 
TO OREGON AND CALIFORNIA, A GREAT TASK 
WHICH FEW MEN WOULD HAVE ACCEPTED. TEAM- 
INS UP WITHTHE FAMOUS KIT CARSON, WHO AC- 
TED AS HIS GUIDE. THEY ENDURED HARD- 
SHIPS, FOUGHT INDIANS* BUT MILE BY MILE 
THEY SHORTENED THE DISTANCE UNTIL THEY 
REACHED THEIR GOAL. 




1 98fe GREAT PIONEERS WHO BLAZED 
THE TRAIL ACROSS UNEXPLORED 
PARTS OF THE SREAT WEST BRAV- 
ING HARDSHIPS AND DANGERS FROM 
BOTH NATURE ANDTHE HOSTILE IN- 
DIANS.TKE EXPLOITS OFTHEie TRAV- 
ELS MAKES INTERESTING READING 
TO PERSONS WHO ENJOY BOTH AD- 
VENTURE AND THRILLS. WHATTHESE 
PIONEERS WITNESSED ON THEIR TRIP 
THROUGH THE SREAT WEST IS UN- 
BELIEVABLE BUT TRUE. AFTER 
TWO AND AHALF YEARS, AND COV- 
ERING etOOO MILES THEY REACH- 
ED THE END OF THEIR TRAIL. 4 1HM 
THE PACI FIC COAST. MHS 
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LASTSTAW 
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SEEMS TO ME TOM'S TAKIW 
THIS TOO U6HT.' THAT 
BENSON'S A PAN6ER0US 
HOKBRP ANP FIVE YEARS , 

IN JAIL AIN'T , < 

60NNA MAKE I MEBBE .' 
HIM ANV / ALL r 
BETTER.' y KNOW IS 
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WELL I'LL BE DOGGONEC LOOK 
WHO'S SHERIFF NOW.' YOU PONT 
LOOK NONE THE WORSE FUR 
THE PISTOL WHIPPIN' I SAVE 
VUH FIVE YEARS ASO... THAT 
FIGHT COST ME FIVE 
YEARS IN JAIL.' 



I'M WARNIN' YUH... ' 
I'P JUST AS SOON KILL 
A MAN AS TO SPENP 
ANOTHER NI6HT BE" 
V HINP BARS.' 
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SHERIFF .' 
HERIFF.'ftWME 
QUICK... THERE'S 
BODY 
CUT FROHtf 
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THE DISCOVERER OF GREAT SALT LAKE 
IN 1824, AND WAS ONE OP THE FIRST 
WHfTE MEN TO EXPLORE THE YELLOW- 
STONE PARK REGION EXTENSIVELY. HE 
BUILT FORT8RIDGERATRADING POST IN 
1842 ON THE BLACK FORK OF GREEN RWER. 
HE COULD MAP ANV FftRT OF THE ROCKY MOON- 



PIONEER AMONG PIONEERS 



M&m 



TAINS WITH CHARCOAL ON A PIECE OF 
BUFFALO SKIN. 




JIM BRIBSER, BORN IN 1795, BEGAN HIS FRON- 
TIER EDUCATION AT FORTOSAGEIN 1810 AND 
LATER WORKED WITH THE COCKY MOUNTAIN 
FUR COMPANY HE SCOUTED MANY TRAIIS, IN- 
„ CLUDING THE ONE THAT BEARS HIS NAME 
HE WAS SUCH A GREAT SCOUT, THAT THE 
US. ARMY LOOKED FOR HIS ADVICE IN FROM 
TIER MATTERS. ALIVE BRIPGER VN»S A LEG- 
END, WHEN HE DIED, HE INSPIRED COUNT- 
LESS OTHERS TO FOLLOW HIS TRAILS. 



Mil 8BCAME FAMOUS AS A MOUNTAIN MAN. 

FOR ABOUT FIFTY YEARS HE TRAVELED ■ 

OVER THE ROCKIES. SHOT BY AN INDIAN. 

HE CARRIED AN ARROW HEAD IN HI3 

BACK FORTHREE YEARS, AND THE WOUND 

NEVER BECAME INFECTEQ HE MAS THAT 

TOUQH/ 
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LIGHT 
HEADED.' 
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l RECKON I'LL LIGHT 
I ENJOY SMOKING A 
600V CIGAR AFTER 
— . PINNER.' . — -^f 
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[C IT'S OKAY, 2_ 
"^ I RECKON, 

BUT IT'S BETTER 
. NOT TO SMOKE 
^— t AT M4.."^ 
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